No. XXXVIII THE GRYPHON'S  ANABASIS
[March 29, 1880,]
FOR some days the moustaches had been assuming a fiercer curl; more and more troopers had been added to the escort; the Lord whispered In the un-reluctant ear softer and softer nothings; the scarlet runners bowed lower and lower; and it was rumoured (that the Lord had given the Gryphon a pot of his own club-mutton hair-grease. It would be a halo. This development of glory must have a limit: a feeling got abroad that the Gryphon must go.
The Commander-in-Chief would come up to him bathed in smiles and say nothing; at other times with tears in his eyes he would swear with far resounding, multitudinous oaths to accompany the Gryphon. One day Wolseley's pocket-book and a tooth-brush would be packed in tin; next cfey they would be unpacked. The vacillation was awful; it amounted to an agony; it involved all the circles; the newspapers were profoundly moved.
The Gryphon starts. Editors forget their proofs ; Baboos forget Moses; mothers forget their cicisbeos. The mind of Calcutta is turned upon the Gryphon.